110                  THE EMPTY QUARTER

Budu' and the great Jaub, which appeared from occasional
points of vantage such as the summit of Dharbun as a broad,
dark river of vegetation sweeping through the desert some
miles away.

For some reason Salim had been sent ahead with the bag-
gage-train which had started a little before ourselves, and
both 'Ali and Suwid professed to be unable to name the
various points of interest we passed. I had to protest
strongly to Zayid against such treatment and, to add point
to my argument, I couched my camel on a suitable eminence
of sand and announced my intention of remaining there until
a guide was produced. Salim was immediately brought back
and given strict injunctions to remain by my side all the time.
So we marched again and I found in his uncouth, primitive
spirit a charming companion for my curiosity. He was the
senior of the whole party in years and had a great experience
of the desert behind him but he had two deep regrets. He had
lost the keen sight of his prime, and could no longer spot the
elusive gazelle in its arid haunts. Nor was he any more the
man he had been for women. Ay, by my Lord ! said Falih
the 'Arqani who rode with us and a few others discussing
these serious matters, he is of the sort we call Tarbil,1 whose
member rises not to its work. Is it even so, Salim ? I asked.
Abu Ja'sha (Falih) talks in the air, he replied gravely, and his
mind is in his stomach or below it. Yet am I not as I was,
but God is bountiful. He was as good a trencherman as any
of them and that was the consolation of his old-age.

Passing through low gaps in two ridges that form a bridge
between the Summan slopes and the somewhat raised pro-
montory of Barq al Samr, we came to the foot of Dharbun
and halted to explore its summit on foot. The ridge scarcely
exceeds 100 feet in height but its prominence in the land-
scape from afar off served to emphasise the lowland character
of its surroundings. It rose, however, quite sharply from the
plain in an imposing cliff of ruddy sandstone which had been
scoured out by the desert winds into deep caves protected in
front by a disorderly row of fallen boulders. An owl flew

11 think the word derives from our * torpedo ', a word familiar enough'to
the Arabs during the. Great War.